HONGKONG—MACAO
We inquired about our journey. Mr. Lin assured us
that there would be a train—there were always two trains
to Sii-chow every day. True, it might be late, very late—
it might even arrive tomorrow morning; nevertheless, it
would be today's afternoon train. Meanwhile, if we wished,
we could sleep at his house, so as to be nearer the railway
station.
Dr. Brown then took us for a walk round Shang-kui. It
was a wretched little place, muddy, overcrowded, and in-
fested with hens. We inspected the bath-house, where you
were scrubbed in a big communal pool of steaming water,
by little boys; and then conducted to a curtained-off
apartment, where you could have your toes massaged,
drink tea, and get a woman. One of the customers was
covered with a syphilitic rash. Nobody minded being
looked at; we merely felt embarrassed by our own clothed
presence. The whole building was filthy and smelt heartily
of urine. A third-class bath, we were informed, cost six
cents, including tip.
We then went into a Chinese military hospital—act-
ually a square of miserable, windowless huts, grouped
round the sides of a compound. The wounded lay in their
uniforms, on straw—three men often beneath a single
blanket. The orderly told us that they had hardly any
dressings or antiseptics, and no proper surgical instru-
ments at all. We found eleven men lying in a room barely
fifteen feet long and eight broad. In one hut the sweet
stench of gas-gangrene from a rotting leg was so violent
that I had to step outside to avoid vomiting. There was
no X-ray apparatus here, of course, so very few of the
bullets could be extracted. Those who were badly wounded
could only be left to die. Indeed, it argued a strong con-
stitution if they could get to the hospital at all. Some were
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